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One 


Author's Notes: 
Thanks once again to Rachel for being my very paitent beta, (so if it sucks its really her fault) 


Finally, bed time. Actually it was bed time two hours ago, but it was only now that Axl was permitted to sleep. 
After the customary fussing the covers and fluffing the pillows, he'd built himself the perfect nest. 


Though he missed his own bed in his own house where, at about midnight, the water tank would rumble in the 
closet next to the bedroom. The engine sounds a bit like it, Axl mused while performing his third turn, though 
more quiet than the last bus. 


Fame had bought them the luxury of a more homely tour-bus, with slightly bigger beds. Axl however, still a 
solitary creature, found being in close proximity to his band-mates and their quirks irked him. 


Right now he was warm and comfy in that floating, happy place between asleep and awake. Only partially aware 
of the rumbling as the gently swaying movement of life on the road rocked him. 


What the hell is that? Axl's sleepy brain dredged up the question, making his brow crease. He became slowly 
aware of the rumbling again. Then the mattress under him, then that movement again. Very unhappy at being 


roused, even a little bit, Axl tutted and rolled away from the disturbing movements. 


His arm hit the cold wall and he mumbled something that may have been rude. He heard a breathy giggle, then 
another voice shushing the first. 


"What the fuuuuuuck?" Axl tried the whine but his voice was sleep-thick and gravely. He turned and came face 
to face with the laughing eyes of Duff. "Duff what the fuck are you doing in my bed?" 
"Hey." Gilby popped his head up from behind Duff. "I'm here too". 


Axl found himself laughing at the absurdity of the subject matter. "Yes Gilby, but why?" 


Duff answered for his confused friend, "Slash is toasted downstairs." 

"Oh," said Axl, beginning to eat the situation. "| wondered where he was" 

"Yeah he's fallen asleep and is snoring loudly, so we thought we'd come up here.” 
"Yeah," said Gilby. "And | bought a Corvette" 

"What the hell has that got to do with anything?" 

"It hasn't really; | thought you'd like to know." 


Axl began to feel exasperated. He sighed running his hands down his face, "Just do what | do Duff? Push him, 


kick him or roll him over?" 
"We did all that." 


Axl thought for the moment. "Did you pinch him? Like this." 


Axl gave a vicious pinch to Duff's arm. 


"Ouch! No that would be mean, but we did lick his eye..like this." Duff held Axl's head still while he licked his 


scrunched up eye. 
Axl squirmed and gave a little squeal before Duff let go. 
‘Okay, point made Duff," Axl said, wiping his eye. "But I'm bring in the middle because l'm not being by the wall." 


Duff obediently hopped over Axl, then all three settled and closed their eyes. 
Until a little voice whispered in the dark, "Hey Axl." 


"Yes Gi Iby." 


"Not being funny dude, but are you wearing anything because | don't want your naked ass on me." 

Duff gave a little chuckle. 

"Pyjama bottoms. Is that okay for sir?" Axl did his very best to sound sarcastic but failed horribly. 

"And Axl?" 

"Fuckin what?" 

"Do you want to be the big spoon or the little spoon?" 

Full belly laughter erupted from Duff and Axl's elbow in his ribs did nothing to stop it. 

"l'Il be the spoon in the middle that nobody fucking touches." 

All settled back to sleep. Well almost. No sooner had he become unconscious, Axl felt an arm lightly skim over 
his stomach. He scrunched up his face and rolled over, away from the tickling sensation, but this didn't really 
help. It meant he was facing Gilby, whose breath was tickling his face. Axl bought a hand up and sleepily 
covered his face with it, dragging hair down so it splayed over his hand, down his arm. 

"Duff..." Gilby whispered. 

"Yeah?" 

"Look at this." 

Duff rolled on to his side and leaned on Axl's back, his arm still on Axl's hip. He bought that hand up now to 
stroke Axl's hair back and pulled Axl's sleeping hand away from his face. 

Gilby whispered, "He sleeps like a toddler." 

"| know, kinda..enduring..you know?" 

"And he smells of milk and bubble bath." 

Duff chuckled 

"What? He does." Gilby smiled. 

He always loved Duff's laugh, the way his eyes crinkled at the sides and sparkles danced in his eyes. 


Its okay Duffy, you look cute when you sleep too." 


"You watch me sleep? That's kinda creepy." Secretly Duff was flattered that Gilby watched him sleep 


sometimes. 


Gilby moved, gently, and reached over to hold the back of Duffs head, pulling him in for a kiss. Duff 
anticipated this and was already leaning forward. It was only supposed to be a quick goodnight kiss. But the new 
couple had not been able to touch, cuddle or kiss for fear of ridicule. They had exchanged longing looks and soft 
lidded smiles. 


That stifled want was conveyed though their mouths as the kiss deepened. As the kiss bordered on desperation 
Axl's head became squashed between Duff and Gilby. Axl squirmed and turned his face so he could breath but 
carried on sleeping. Duff and Gilby broke their kiss. 

"Duff, we have to stop." 


"No, not now." Duff's erection throbbed against Axl's sleeping form and he was trying his best not to grind 


against Axl's warm back. 


"What about Axl?" Gilby whispered, breathless. 
Duff leaned his forehead on Gilby's and composed himself as best he could, his hand wandered down, skimming 
round the waist band of Gilbys sweat pants. 


"But | need you." Duff cupped Gilby, who moaned at his lover's touch and moved involuntary, thrusting into the 
waiting hand. This managed to trap hand between Gilby's hot harness and Axls soft pyjamas. 


Axl's eyes shot open in panic at the intimate contact. He lay rigid as he fought the urge to scream. 


Feeling Axl's changed behaviour, Gilby realised his vocal mistake too late. All three were still and silent for 


several tense seconds. 


Gilby came out of the suspended time, stroking Axl's head like he was a anxious pussy cat-poised to pounce 
any second. Duff stayed very, very still. 
‘lm sorry Axl," Gilby said, looking him straight in the eye. 


"Somebody is touching me," Axl stated flatly. 
Gilby continued to run his fingers though Axl's hair. Duff continued to stay very very still, eyes wide with 


fear. The situation was delicate and Axl was liable to explode any second. 


Gilby continued to stroke Axl's hair and face. Despite himself, Axl began to relax. Duff felt Axl's back uncoil and 


wasn't sure weather or not he felt a faint stirring in his loose fitting pyjama bottoms. 


Duff met Gilby's gaze..too late. Duff wanted to yell at him, Gilby dipped his head, going closer. 

Oh God Gilby, don't, Duff said with his eyes. 

Gilby moved with deliberate slowness. He cupped Axl's face. Ran his thumb over Axl's bottom lip. It looked so 
full and inviting. 


Axl's eyes had become soft. He looked ghostly and beautiful. Gilby leaned down and kissed him. Duff gasped. He 


couldn't believe how brazen Gilby was! 


Axl felt Gilby's warm lips on his. Not rough but gently demanding. It felt surprisingly good. He heard Duff gasp 
and began to kiss back, taking the lead as he opened his mouth, allowing Gilby to probe lightly with his tongue, 
that tasted like whisky. Axl liked whisky. 

"Gilby?!" Gilby looked up to Duff. Duff looked down to Axl. "Axl?!" 


Axl looked up, all wide eyes and smiles. Gilby let loose a throaty chuckle. 
"You can't have him Duff" He curled his arm round Axl. 
"I just want to know," said Duff, the smile making a mockery of his serious tone. "If." He pulled his hand out. 


"Axl tastes like bubble bath?" 

"| taste like what?" 

"Toothpaste actually," said Gilby, 
"Hey guys, l'm still here you know" 


Without any warning Duff nuzzled into Axl's neck, making snarling noises. Then Gilby joined Duff on the other 


side. Axl squirmed, screamed, laughed and ended it with an ungraceful snort. 


There were hands all over everything. Gilby nipped and sucked his way down Axl's ribs, Duff running his hand 
up and down Axl's soft tummy as it rippled with suppressed giggles. Gilby had reached the waistband of Axl's 
pyjama bottoms and Duff stroked Gilby's head as he dipped his tongue into Axl's navel. 

"Well, you taste like bubble bath here Ax." 


"Hummm, | do?" 


"Where else do you taste like bubble bath?" Duff asked between kisses to Axl's face and neck as Gilby eased 


down Axl's pyjamas. 


Both men slowed their manipulations, watching Axl's face, waiting to see if there was any sign of distress. 


"Well boys, you'd better find out?" 


Gilby whipped off Axl'a pyjama bottoms and dropped them on the floor as Duff dipped his head to join Gilby, 
licking Axl like a lollipop. They had a ball each, sucking lightly, keeping their eyes on each other. 


Axl gave a moan that turned to a pant as they took a side each and licked confidently up, their tongues 
meeting at the tip. Duff and Gilby shared a passionate kiss, slipping some porno-style tongue in to it for Axl to 
see. 

"Guys, oh..please," Axl whined and slipped his hand down only to find it battered away. "Ah you fuckers,” he 
spat through clenched teeth. 


Duff scooted up Axl's writhing body. "Do you have any lube Ax?" 
Gilby began to suck Axl again "l..ah..umm..yeah..over there, somewhere..oh fuck..” 


Gilby lapped at Axl's balls, licking behind them and nuzzling. As before he licked up before sucking hard on the 
purple-red head. He hummed and kissed and licked. He looked up with Axl's balls in one hand, rolling them, his 
other hand rubbing Axl's thigh. 

Duff took a moment to watch his lover perform fellato on their fiery haired, fiery tempered lead singer. He 
reached down and roughly handled himself. Gilby looked up, 


"Axl when did you shave?" 

Axl moved his arm up, brushing it through his hair. "This evening in the bath." 
Axl was cleanly saven everywhere. 

‘Its beautiful," Duff said. 

Axl turned his head. "Duff, stop throttling your bad boy." 


Duff laughed and Gilby laid his head on Axl's thigh. 
"Duffy what do you want the lube for?" Gilby asked still stroking Axl's thigh. 


| want To screw you Gilby, | want your sexy ass in the air for me. | want you to come for me." 
Axl had tensed. Duff turned around and opened a few drawers looking for the little white tube. 


Gilby whispered to Axl, "It's okay sweet stuff. We won't do anything you're uncomfortable with." 
Axl gave a tense nod. Gilby planted a small kiss on Axl's pubic bone, smiling up at him. 


"Ah hal | found it!" Duff exclaimed "Oh wait, no, its toothpaste" 


Axl and Gilby stifled laughter. There was, after all, Slash and the driver downstairs. 
Duff picked up another tube. "Here it is, for real this time." 


Duff sauntered over to the bed, his erection bouncing proudly with each step. Gilby growled deeply and moved 
so that he was on his knees, his back end in the air. 


"Like this Duff?" he asked. 


"Yeah just like that. You're so perfect, so fuckin’ perfect." Duff climbed on the bed behind Gilby and noted the 
worried look in Axl's eyes. "Its okay Axl, | know you don't want anything stuck anywhere so you just lie there 
and look fantastic." He drew the last word out as he ran a hand up and down Gilby's back before pushing 
Gilby's face back into Axl's crotch. 


Gilby obediently took Axl all the way in and swallowed to relax his gag reflex. This made Axl moan through 
gritted teeth, his eyes rolling back. 


Duff watched Axl's face relax while he applied lubricant to his fingers. He ran them from the back of Gilby's 


balls to his entrance before gently probing in. Gilby gasped round Axl's twitching member drawing cool air 


round the hot flesh. 


Gilby didn't need much help getting ready but Duff was still very careful, aware that it still stung no matter 
how relaxed you were. He held Gilby still with hands on his hips and gently eased himself in 


Gilby kept his body still and relaxed, though he was still panting with need. He hungered for his body to be 
filled with Duff, to be connected in a beautiful way. Axl moved a leg giving Gilby more room. Gilby lavished 
upon Axl's balls again, loving the soft skin in his mouth. He moved Axl's other leg with a hand under his knee 
pushing it up and out and lapped lightly at Axl's bare perineum. 


Duff had a perfect vantage point, kneeling up behind his boyfriend. He was struggling to stay still, half way in, 
letting Gilby adjust. Gilby nodded and moved his tongue down to swirl round Axl's hole. 


Duff pushed forward, fully impaling Gilby, who whimpered beautifully at the more than welcome intrusion. Duff 
reached round and slowing stroked Gilby's leaking prick. Rubbing the precome round the head, causing Gilby to 
moan loudly. The vibrations made Axl arch and grab his own leaking dick, tugging roughly. 


Duff was thrusting hard, knowing Gilby could take it. He could already feel his nuts draw up, the skin tightening. 


"Oh shit, I'm going to come...ch god" Gilby pushed back onto Duff's pounding cock and forward into Duff's fist. 
He willed Duff to melt into him, become part of his being. 


It didn't work and Gilby began to shake, feeling his stomach tense. He clamped his mouth over Axl's hole and 
sucked as gently as he could manage as the world spiralled around him. He could feel the tight virgin muscle 


twitch and heard Axl's moans rise in pitch and volume. 


He heard Duff's husky voice, "Are you going to come for us Axl? Come for me, go on..yeah..oh fuuuuck..Gilby.’ 
Gilby drove his tongue into Axl as he came, squirting the sheets and Duff's hand. Duff felt Gilby tense, his 
muscles rippling, drawing wave after wave of pleasure as Duff emptied himself into his beautiful man. He 
turned to Axl who had tuned his face into the pillow in an attempt to stifle his cries as two, three, four white 
jets hit Gilby in the face. 


As the world turned, the driver woke and started the engine. They needed to get an early start anyway. A 
couple of hours on the road before breakfast seemed like a good idea. Duff, Gilby and Axl were drifting back 
off to a satisfied sleep as the bus rumbled into life, Axl still in the middle. 


That evening the Gunners played a sold out show. Axl was due a costume change and prepared to make a brief 


exit. 


"our new guitarist, Mr. Gilby Clarke." Gilby took centre stage with Slash as Axl began to wander off. 


He smirked to himself and announced to the audience, "The man with the new Corvette." 


